
Oth , Let me fee your eyes - - looke in my face. 

Def. What horrible fancy’s this? 

Oth. Some ofyour furxfhon miff rifle, 

Leauc procrejnts alone,afid fhutthe dore, 

CoiTe,or cry hem, if any body come, 

Your miftcry.youriniltfry may difpatch. Exit Em, 

Dcf. Vponmy knees,what docs youcfpcech import ? 

I vndcrftand a fury inyour words, 

But not the words. 

Oik, Why, what art thou ? 

j Dcf, Your wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife, 

Oth. Come,fwearc it,dam thy felfe, 

Leatt being like one of heauen,thc diuells tiicmfciucs 
Should fcarc to ceafe thec,thercfore be doubledambd, 
Swcarc thou art hone(t. 

Def. Hcauen doth truely know it. 

Oth, Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom, my Lord,with whom ? how am I rallc? 
Oth. O De/^f«o»4,away,away,away. 

Def Mas the hcauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am i the occafion of thofe ceares my Lord ? 
if haply you my father d.oefufpeff. 

An Inftrumenc of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue left him, 

Why 1 haue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d hcauen 
To try me with affliction, had he ram’d 
All kindes offores,and fhames on my bare head, 

S teep’d meinpoU<rty,to the very lips, 

Giucn tocaptiuity,tne and my hopes, 

I fho'uld haue found in fome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas,tomakc me 
A fixed figure, for the time oficornc, 

To point his (low vnmouing fingers at — oh, on. 

Yet could I beare that too, well ,very well. 

But there : where l haue garner’d vp nay heart. 

Where either I mull liue,or bcarc no file, 






The 




Ybe ooreoJ Venice, yi . 

The founta‘me,from the which my currant runnes. 

Or elfe dryes vp , to be difear ded thenc e. 

Or keepe it as a CelW, for foule Toadcs 

To knot and gender in : turne thy comple xion there. 

Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Chcrubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord eltccmcs me hcnciL 
Oth , O l t a$ furomers fHes,arc in the fhamblcs. 

That quicken eucn w ith blowing : 

0 thou blackc Wcedc,why art lo louely fatre . 

Thou fmeU’ft fo fwcctc,that the fence akes at thee, 

Would thou had ft ne’re bin borne. _ 

Def. Alas, what ignorant finne haue I committed . 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moll goodly bookc. 

Made to write whore on ? — What, committed .? 

Hcauen flops the nofc at it, and the Moone w.nkes, 

The bawdy wind,that kifles all it mectes, 

Ishufht within the hallow mine of earth, ^ 

And will not hear’t : — whatcommittcd,- impudent (trumpet, 

Def, By hcauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a (trumpet ? 

Def. No,as 1 am a Chriftian : 

If to pi ck rue this veflell for my Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be not to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Olh. What,not a whore? 

Dcf. No, as Ifhall be faued. Enter Emtl.iai 

Oth. Iftpoffible? 

Def. O hcauen for giuen ffe. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

1 tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice, 

That married with Othello : you -mi (trifle, 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter , 

And keepes the gates in. hell,I,you,you,you ; 

Woha done our. courfe; there’s money for your paines, 

Ipray you turne the key, and keepe our counfcll. Exit', 

Bn, Alas.what docs this Gentleman conceiue ? 
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